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Joe Mason was an attractive young man who looked as if it
would be no trick at all for him to chin himself more than twenty
times on an overhead beam. However, when he entered the coun-
seling office, he was unusually subdued. His merry blue eyes were
earnest and sober as he said:
This divorce talk has certainly rocked me. My marriage isn't per-
fect. But I think Kate and I should keep on trying to improve it
instead of calling in the lawyers.
I don't want to lose her, and that's for sure. Why, I would walk
around the world for Elate. I love the girl. Everybody loves Kate,
although she can't believe it. She's beautiful, she's kindhearted,
she's a lady. She has a special little glow, all her own. In the crowd
of screwballs and prima donnas we operate among—Tea something
of a loud mouth myself and well I know it—she is like a breath of
spring air.
Kate is a hard girl to understand. She complains about me all
the time, but I don't let it bother me. My mother used to complain
about my father, and it didn't worry him, They're still married, and
what's more they're happy. When Kate starts riding herd on me I
try to kid her into a different frame of mind or else I think about
something else. Kate is moody. I'm not Elate broods. I don't.
Kate thinks I'm the world's worst show-off. Occasionally at par-
ties I probably do go a little haywire and give the impression I've
temporarily slipped my bonnet. Nobody minds. Nobody except
Kate. As I often tell her, we wouldn't be invited places if people
didn't enjoy our company. I get a charge out of an audience. I like
fun. I like people, all kinds of people.
It's a funny thing, but I can get along with everybody but my
wife. Up to now I've been shot with luck. I like my parents and
they like me. They saw to it I had real spending money as a kid.
We had a swimming pool and a backyard gym that were constantly

